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THE FARMER:

LOUIS GROSS
The Popular Ladies’ Tailor

has opened an up-to-date alteration store at

347 FAIRFIELD AVE.

Now is the time and here is your chance to
have your skirts and dresses remodeled b
an experienced and thoroughly up-to-date
ladies’ tailor at popular prices.

THE NAME OF GROSS, AS A LADIES’
TAILOR MEANS STANDARD
OF MERIT
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Trusting you will give me an early call,
I Am, Respectfully Yours,

LOUIS GROSS.

CARRYING GRIPS

is the unpleasant part of traveling.
But think of the added annoyance if
the grip be poor and unreliable. Yon
can avaod any such trouble by com-
ing here for your

GRIPS OR BAGS

We have an assomtment of the strong
serviceable kind that canmot be beat-
en. Right style, too. Everything
right as shape, fittings, etc.
Prices? Very low,

THE
WOOSTER- ATKINSON
CO.

1043 AND 1049 BROAD STREET

—

JOHN F FAY 239 FAIRFIELD AVE,
9 4 Doors Above Broad St.
“High class furniture, draperies and novelties, re-u hol
stering and refinishing furniture, shades and curta
- great variety.

All kinds of bedding made to order and made over. The only store of ita
England Tele. 732.3.

at Satisfy in Qnallly

clﬁA Rs iy and Price .

No matter what you pay for cigars at D. D. Smith’s
_you are certain of getting greater value than else-
where. - Goods are always fresh, as stock is moved
quickly. Biggest line in the city and prices the
most reasonable. Box trade a specialty.

Fine line of Pipes, Cigar Holders, Tobaccos in Tins and all

Smobers’ Accessories.
Opp. Poli’s Theatre,

" D. D. SMITH Fairfield Avenue,

e ————
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THIS MEANS YOU!
A POINTER

‘How To Improve Business

ONE OF THE MOST ESSENTIAL
REQUISITES TO AN UP-TO-DATE,
MODERN BUSINESS, IS A SELECT
AND WELL-PRINTED ASSORT-
MENT OF OFFICE STATIONERY.
“A MAN IS JUDGED BY THE COM-
PANY HE KEEPS.” THE SAME
RULE APPLIES TO THE STATION-
ERY OF BUSINESS MEN.

The Farmer Publishing Co.

Book and Job
Printers .

“| what angrily he turned to the boy: "
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Avibor of “Beverly of Graustark,” Etec.
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(To be Continued.)
“Look here, my young spalpeen,”
| #aid Conmnell grufily, “Filipino or Span-
| iard, if you want to save your hide
| you'd better answer guestions—and no
| lies; do you hear?”

At this threat a deep groan was

bheard to come from somewhere back

fin the recesses of the chancel. The
men were startled. Involuntarily the
boy cast a furtive glance in that direc-
tion. Connell noticed it and, leaving |
the boy with Bansemer, burried away
end goon was looking down into the
face of a prostrate man, young, but
aged with emaciation, '

“You must not touch -him! Don't you '
see that he is dying?’ cried the boy |
| piteously in broken English. “He can-
| not fight you; he’s dying,” and then in
a perfect frenzy of rage to Balmsemer,

“Let me go—pig!”

Not until afterward did Bansemer
| recall that in the general excitement it
{was the boy who dragged him along
| to the spot. And in spite of the solem-
nity of the scene there was something
in his manner of delivering the insult
that amused rather than angered the
American.

“Plucky little devil!” he said half
aloud. )

Agaln the sick man groaned, tried to
rise from the blankets and speak, but
only to fall back moaning. Connell
cautioned him against exertion and
promised that no harm should come to
either of them. While he reported the
discovery to Captain Groce, he had the
man carried to another part of the
church and there made comfortable:
For the first time now Bansemer began
to notice the pain in his arm. Some-

“Come! Give an account ot yourself!
How came you here?”

“Prisoners,” was the sullen answer.

“Of the Filipinos?’ Bansemer asked
in surprise.

“Yes ”

“Then why did you try to kill me""

“l hate you both! We Spaniards,
have we not as much to fear from you?
What difference does color make in
brutes ?”’

“By the holy apostles! You're a
gritty young 'un!” growled the return-
ing sergeant. “Who’s the other chap?”

“My brother—he’s dying,” said the
boy, his voice softening. *“‘Holy Virgin,
save him! For weeks we've been in
the hands of Aguinaldo’s men. He's
beed so ill all the time. Have you a
doctor?”’ )

“A surgeon will probably be with
us before long,” was the sergeant's
evasive reply.

Bansemer looked searchingly at Con-
nell. What he saw in the other’s eyes
caused him a sharp pang of grief.
Both men turned their faces away for
a moment, and it was with a gulp that
Connell continued:

“Your brother will have the best of
care if we get out of this mess. You
are both safe. We are not fighting the
Spaniards.” And then pertinently,
“So these were Aguinaldo's men?”

“Yes. He was here directing the
fight,” the boy answered.

“Aguinaldo here!” This and other
ejaculations of surprise and anger

There was a short struyggle.

burst in chorus from every throat. But
as suddenly they were followed by ex-
pressions of chagrin, for by contrasting
the present situation with that which
they had anticipated, this information
had succeeded in intensifying their
mortification. =

But notwithstanding his share of the
universal disappointment, a hasty re-
flection of preceding events convinced |
Graydon that personally he had little
ground for complaint against the late
occupants of the convent, for uninten-
tional as undoubtedly had been the
act through which at the very point of
death his existemce had been pre-
served, there 'was no evidence to re-
fute the hypothesis that the shot which
had killed his assallant in the plaza
had been fired by one of the insur-
gents under cover.

“Great Scott!” was the exclamation
to which he gave ufterance. *“Once
,'more. I suppose, I owe my life to the
| blundering marksmanship of a Filipi-
no!”

This half hearted acknowledgment
of his strange indebtedness educed
from his companions no recognition
other than a puzzled stare from the
|sergeant and an enigmatical smile on
|the face of the young Spaniard. Con-
nell proceeded with his examination:

“Why did they leave you here?”

“They had no time to take us with
them when you broke in.” was the
boy’s answer. ‘“‘Aguinaldo was on his
way to some village whege his family
'§s in hiding. The scouts told him of
your presence. Then he determined
not to wait for Pilar, but to surprise
you. We never rested day or night,
My poor brother—how he sufferedl” _

| rassment:
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“Yes, yes, but why are they earrying
yYou on a march like this?”

“My brother is the only man who
knows where the Spanish gold was
hidden when our war was ended—I
mean the gold that eame up with guns
and ammunition. Aguinaldo Is looking
for the hiding place. My father, a
high officer in the Spanish army, died
of the fever last winter. We were
stolen from our house in Manila by
Aguinaldo’s men and have been going
from place to place ever since. Wa
have not told of the hiding place.
The Americans do not need gold, no?”

i The boy laughed sarcastically.

“FHow many men has Aguinaldo?

“Three hundred or more. 1 wonld
advise you to look out for Pilar. He,
too, may come at any moment.”

Scarcely had the words left his
mouth when a storm of yells came
from outside the convent, and im-
mediately the boy rushed to his broth-
er's side,

“Great Ceasar, there's a thousand of
them!” cried Rogers.

Instantly every man made for the
position assigned to him. The gun was
In readiness. Outside the Mausers rat-
tled, bullets coming from all quarters
and thumpiog sharply against the op-
posite walls with a patter that warned
the Americans against standing erect.

Occasionally a scout would peep from
a window. and take a shot fnto the
darkness, but these ventures were few.
All lights were extingzuished. The men
fired at the spots from which burst
the flames of rifles, then dropped sud-
denly. After awhile the firing of the
Fillpinos dwindled into a shot now and
then. ’

“Keep low! They don’t dare risk a
charge! Be ready to defend the door!”
Captain Groce commanded.

The night wore on, and with the ces-
sation of hostilities confidence increas-
ed. Re-enforcements were not far off,
and it did not seem possible that the
sounds of battle could not be heard.
The men, worn out by the exciting
events of the day, were generally si-
lent. Sergeant Connell, however, was

| an exception.

“Get us! Not a bit of it.” he was say-
ing, “the dirty little cowards! Major
March will be here in the shake of a
dead lamb’s tail.”

An bhour later Bansemer, his rifle in
hand, sitting near one of th& windows,
suddenly felt some one tugging at his
arm. Turning, be saw the Spanish boy.

“Won't you come and help me to

'earry my brother behind the stone

wall?” he was saying. “He is exposed
to the bullets and cannot move him-

l self.”

“Willingly! and Graydon followed
his lead. As if he was a child, he
picked up the gaunt Spaniard and
carefully bore him to the place of shel-
ter, but despite all that he could do to
hide his suffering the pain in his arm,
which the removal of the man had in-
creased, was cuch for a moment tha’
he felt faint and staggered. The boy
was quick to notice it and quickly
asked:

“What is the matter? Wounded?”’

“It's nothing; merely a scratch.”

“Oh, I know. Why, it's your arm,
and I"— The boy's face crimsoned

{ with shame and contrition. Through

the semidarkness the blush escaped

iGmydon 8 notice, but not so the truly

i feminine little shriek of dismay as he
touched and felt the wet sleeve.
“It was I who did it! Oh, how can
¥ou ever forgive me?”
Graydon, dumfounded,
wonder.
“What?”
girl?"
“Yes, I'm his sister,” pointing to the
dying man; then, with some embar-
“These clothes? They are
the omnly ones they would give me.

stared in

he exclaimed; *“you're a

| You see, a girl] would have been a
{ burden; a boy none at all.
( think that had I been a man you could
' 80 easily have overpowered me? No!”

Do you

The slim, little figure drew itself up
straight and deflant before him. De-
spite the loose, ugly garments of the
Filipinos, Graydon noticed for the first
time that the figure was perfectly
molded and high bred. She swept off
the wide hat she wore, and the man

i saw a mass of dark hair done up tight-
' Iy on her head.

But even while he
gazed her mood changed. She became

i subserviently anxious and begged him

She
to please her,

fo let bher attend to his arm.
pleaded so hard that,

he yielded. Water was obtained from |
flesh wound |

somewhere, the slight
washed and then, disappearing into
the darkness, to his amazement she re-

|

turned almost instantly with aome]"

bandages and dressed his arm.
‘While this surgical operation was |

going on Graydon, for the life of him.,:

could not resist the temptation to ask
her again why she had tried to shoot
him. At first, so terribly in earnest did
she take the question and beg for
mercy, that he smiled at her, and then,
seeing his amusement, she said co-
quettishly:

“How could I possibly have known
that you were =0 nice? Besides, I
had always heard you Americans re-
ferred to as brutes.”

Graydan laughed; then suddenly his
face became very grave. The realiza-

{tion of her terrible situation had
{ dawned upon him.

A woman among a
crowd of rough soldiers! Her brother
and protector dying! And all sur-
rounded by hordes of savage enemies
who at any moment might kill them!
The thought dismissed all pleasantry
from his mind. Something must be
done, and at once. Presently he asked:

“What is your name?”

“My father was Colonel Ramos Jose
Velasquez. That also is my brother's
name, except that he is not an officer.
I am Teresa Fortune Velasquez. My
mother was Hnglish, a sister of Sir
William Fortupe. She is dead. For
ten years we have lived in Manila.”

“You won't mind if I call the ser-
geant, will yon?’' The girl nodded a
slizhtly bewlldered --sent as Graydom

moved rapidly toward the others.
Shortly he returned with the gallant
Irishman.

“Senorita,” began Connell, mopping
his forehead and assuming his most
polite manner, ‘‘vou are perfectly safe
with us, and as guickiy as possible
your brother and yourself shall be sent
back to Manila. You are a brave slip
of a girl, and we boys respect bravery
in whatever dress—boy or girl.”

She looked at him In grateful sur-
prise, and her lips trembled.

“But I am not your friend?”

“Possibly, senorita.” He bowed low,
with almost Chesterfieldian grace.
“But we are your friends.”

Outside once more the Mausers were
rattling, and Connell, with a word of
parting, hastily took his leave. Gray-
don, on the point of returning to his
post, was prevented by the girl.

‘“You were gentle with me even
when I tried to— Don’t rizk your life
there. Shoot from that narrow gate,”
pointing aloft. “It's not so exposed.”

Bansemer dragged an altar chair up
to the grated window and perched

Bansemer stood squarely in froni of the

altar and blazed away.
himself upon it. The girl sat below
him, bolding her brother’s head in her
lap. He was groaning and crying out
to the soldiers to kill him rather than
permit him to fall into the hands of the
natives again,

Suddenly there was a great commo-
tion and crashing of timbers in the
front part of the church, followed by
shouts and the rushing of feet. Gray-
don dropped from his perch and ran
forth into the chancel. As he did so
the banging of rifles ciose at hnnd]
deafened him. In an instant he saw
what had happened. The Filipincs
had charged the door and had forced
it They were crowding their way
into the church in the face of the
deadly KErag-Jorgensens. The chapel
was lighted, but not from tihe inside.
Cunning insurgents in the shelter of
the walls were holding great torches
just outside of the windows. Graydon
couléd see his comrades firing at the
door from behind every conceivabie
barrier. Without hesitation he dashed
down the alsle and intc the thick of
the fray near the door.

The struggle was brief but fierce.
The merciless fire of many Mausers on
the outside openedl a way through the
small band of defenders, and the rush
of the besiegers was successful
Through the door amd windows they
came, swarming llke bees. Many of
them fell to rise no more, but their
comrades took an eye for an eye.
Once confident soldiers toppled over
dead until but few were left. Banse-
mer led them in & quick dash for the
chancel, hoping that the enemy would
not dare attack a place so sacred.

Captain Groce and other officers had
fallen. Connell became the leader of
the remnant. Bansemer stood squarely
in front of the alter and blazed away
at the horde of Filipinos as they ad-
vanced. They shot at him wildly and
without effect. Bullets crashed into
the altar decorations behind him. He
stood there as one protected by God,
unharmed in the shelter of the cross.

Behind him his comrades cowered
and cursed in their dread of certain
death. He heard the shrill cries of the
girl urging him to protect her brother.
She was cailing upon God and the
Holy Virgin to aid and shield him.
And he steod there with a crazy joy

in bis heart, savagely pulling the trig-

ger of the Krag-Jorgensen. Finally
the hammer snapped with no report
As he turned back in consternation a
small figure leaped to his slde with a
fresh weapon.

He shouted a word of warning to
her and wheeled again to confront the
foe. Even as he raised the gun a great
shout arose above the noise of con-
flict. There was a mlighty rush, a new
banging of guns, a sudden stampede,
and—the chapel was filled with men in
khalki!

CHAPTER XXIII. |
REAT was the disappoint-

The Kind Yoo Have Always Bought, and which has beem
ir use for over 30 years, has borne the signature of
and has been made under his per-

W sonal sapervision since its -

. » Allowno one todeceive youin this,

All Oounterfeits, Imitations and ¢ Just-as-good* are bub

Experiments that trifle with and endanger the health of
Infants and Children—Experience against Experimens,

What is CASTORIA®

Castoria is a karmiess substitute for Castor Oll, Pare»
goric, Drops and Soothing Syrups. It is Pleasant. I$
contains meither Opium, Morphine mnor other Narcotie
substance. Jts age is its guarantee. It destroys Worms
and allays Feverishness. It cures Diarrhoea and Wind
Oolic. It relieves Teething Troubles, cures Constipasion
and Flatalency. It assimilates the Food, regulates the
Svomach and Bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep.
The Children’s Panacea—The Mother’s Friond.

cenvine CASTORIA Aiwwave

Bears the Signature of

The Kind You Have Always Baughl

In Use For Over 30 Years.

THE CENTAUR COMPANY, 7T MUNRAY STREZY, NEW YOANR OITY.

WALL PAPER SALE

Fine Gold and Leather Effects at half price to make roomw
for Spring Goods

The Jos. P. Coughlin Co.

'"PHONE 1164-3 777-783 EAST MAIN Bm

ment of Major March and
his men when they found |
that neither Aguinaldo!

e
their hands. Although they had come |
Just in time to prevent the complete |
annihilation of the little company, the |
leaders had escaped with the remnant
of their surprised forces. Scores ot
Filipinos were captured, dozens were
killed and wounded. Eight of the dash- |
ing scouts who went out with Jerry
Connell gave up their lives in exchange
for the final victory.

A small guard was left at the con-
vent to care for the wounded, the bulk!
of the command hurrying off at dawn
to search for the routed Filipinos.
Graydon Bansemer was put in charge
(Continued on Page 9.)

nor Pilar had fallen into!

CASTORTIA.
o The Kind You Have Always Bought
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THE COAL

That Burns

The ARCHIBALD MeNEIL

& SONS CO.,
Tel. 501-502. 990 Main St.

Coal for Sale
Good Coal, 'Too.

Not Coal that’s full of slate and clinkers—but coal that burns
economically—coal that gives the best satisfaction and the smallesf
coal bills. The best way to prove this is to give us an order for
coal—leave your order at either office—prompt attention.

The NAUGATUCK VALLEY ICE CO...

421 HOUSATONIC AVE. 154 FATRFIELD AVE.
Telephone. Down Town Office.

iy ORI ¥ s e i L
Try Sprague’s Extra High Grade

ICE, Lehigh Coal
COAL, | Sprague lce &Goal Go.

WOOD. East End East Washngton Ave. Bridge
Telephone 710.

COAL. and WOOD

Flour, Grain, Hay and Straw, . ceran

and RETAIL
Telephone 481-6.

A9all BERKSHIRE MILLS
IRA GREGORY & (0, Iotevumediser

Main Office Branch Office
-COAL-
o "t

214 Main Stroet
Stratford Avenue
STOP DREAMING :
ABOUT THAT COAL OB.DER.

WAKE UP

Prices have advanced and will soon be higher. Let us fill your bins NOW:

THE ARNOLD CO AL COMPANY.

B. CLARE & CO., YARD AND MAIN OFFICE,
chs Office GRUO. Telephcone 2437 150 Housatonic Avenus

T;at We BEST
COAL

Bran
30 Fnlrﬂpld Avenue.

Have the

And Now Is the Time to Fill Your Bins,

'WHEELER & HOWES,

944 MAIN ST. East End Congress Street Bridge.

Want Ads. Gent aWnrd.

-
'
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